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The Heart OF Ice 
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"Don't open the window!" 


Kai didn't listen. For hours now he'd felt as though he was suffocating in this cramped studio; with all the 
lamps and equipment on after the long hours of playing they all were sweaty and exhausted. 


He spread the leaves of the window wide. The ice cold wind hit his face, and the heavy blows of the blizzard 
swept the room. Ingo rubbed his bare arms. Weiki looked at the cloddy snowflakes melting on the surface of an 
amplifier. 


"You're ruining the equipment.” 


Kai approached him, kicked the cable and hissed: "You call that crap equipment. Anyway, a few snowflakes can't 


damage it more than your playing.’ 

Someone patted his arm. 

"Kai, stop it! Everything is fine. Couldn't we just go on playing?" 

He turned to face the vocalist. 

"The blonde wonder kid starts acting like a smartarse," said Kai. "Take this hand off now and don't tell me what 
to dol" Michi opened his eyes a little wider. "And don't try this kicked puppy look. It doesn't work on me. On the 


contrary, it makes you look even more stupid than you are." 


The rest just stood there, not sure how to react. Something was wrong with Kai, but they didn't have a clue 


what it could be and they didn't want to quarrel. 


"And you'll be just staring at me for the rest of the evening, won't you? Better have a look at yourselves 
‘cause I'm getting out of here." 


The door slammed as Kai left the studio. A long silence hung in the air disturbed by the howling wind. The 
window leaf banged. Michi jumped to his feet. 


"Kai, you forgot your jacket!" 


He ran up to the pile of clothes, hastily put on his sweater, stuck two coats under his arm and headed 
towards the door. 


"Going anywhere?” 
Michi looked at his band mates. 
"| have to." 


"Of course you don't. See, it's his problem not yours. And its him who's stupid enough to go out into the 


snowstorm. You really don't have to." 

"Something bad may happen. He can freeze to death or get drowned or--" 
"Michi, for heaven's sake, don't be paranoid! 

"I'm not." 


The draught slammed the windows when Michi left. 


*% 


Kai forced his way through the blizzard. With his eyes half closed he could hardly see the orange light of the 
street lamps when he passed by them; the wind was whipping his face with snow, but he didn't mind. It felt as 
if the weather was challenging him by reflecting his own mood. 


He remembered the way to the park well, to "his" bench where he used to come whenever he wanted to be 
alone. He only needed to take the next turn. When he walked into the trees the weather suddenly changed, the 
blizzard and the wind went quiet as if a magic spell had been cast on them, the clouds were gone and when Kai 
looked up he saw the perfectly black starry sky. The silhouettes of the trees highlighted by the snow showed 
up, shimmering, in the lamplight. 


He walked to the bench, wiped the snow with his bare hand and sat down. The winter was beautiful. In fact, it 
was the epitome of perfection The snow covered all the ugliness of the city and decorated every bit of it; it 
created a whole new world. Kai looked at the stars again. There were as many different worlds as snowflakes 


here. How was it possible that they never thought about it? Didn't they see it? 
Quiet tinkling disturbed his thoughts. It didn't seem real, but it was there before his eyes: two horses in the 
exactly the same colour as the freshly fallen snow, trotting in his direction and they were pulling a sleigh. Who 


on earth would like to go on a ride so late in the evening? Kai asked himself. 


When the sleigh stopped before the bench he realized that the person in it had something unearthly about 
herself. 


"Aren't you cold?" 

"I'm not," answered Kai, just realizing he wasn't wearing his jacket. He looked at the strange woman; she was 
beautiful, perhaps a bit older than him, although it didn't seem as if something like age could have any power 
over her. Her skin was very fair with no traces of the reddening one should have after riding in the frosty 
night. 

Kai was sure that his cheeks had been marked by the cold. 

"Yes, you are. Come here," she said, moving a bit to make place for him. He looked at her again She seemed 
interesting enough to want to know her and she was more than right - he was freezing. He climbed up to join 
her, and the moment he sat by her side the sleigh moved. 

"You wouldn't mind a little ride, would you?" 


It sounded as if he was going to have some fun that night. He tilted his head. 


"I'd be honoured" 


The snow-white coat she was wearing was very big; Kai realised that when she managed to cover them both 
with it, when the wind started being unpleasant to him. 


"Are these ferrets?" 

She laughed. "Ermines.' 

Kai counted in his head. 

"It would take over 100 of them to make a coat, right?" 

"| could have expected that. Long hair. Either an animal rights activist or a rock star." 

"| don't care much about stoats and other rats, but you were quite right with the rock star bit! 


The moment he said it he remembered that he hadn't been treating his career very seriously recently. He 
almost started worrying about it, when she kissed him. He didn't even know her name but he had to admit that 


a fast woman in a fast sleigh could be very alluring. 


The kiss was electric. Kai would have compare it to falling into deep icy water, when the sudden lack of breath 


with the coldness piercing every bit of the body give you almost an ecstatic pleasure 


When he eventually took another breath he felt no more cold, nor did he care for what had been left behind, 
and he didn't notice that they had left the city long ago. 


** 


Michi pulled the hood of his jacket on a bit deeper. The guys were right: roaming around the city and looking 
for Kai in a snowstorm when one couldn't see the tip of one's own nose was a stupid thing to do. He felt as if 
he'd been walking for hours, the snowflakes melting on his face and sticking to his hair. His feet were cold and 
his winter boots were chafing. 


He wiped the snow from a low stone wall and sat down. With difficulty, he removed both shoes and threw out 
the pebbles. He put his boots and the Kai's jacket aside and started rubbing his cold feet, but it didn't help 


much. He really should be heading for home now. 


Michi reached for his shoes but they were gone as well as the jacket. He couldn't believe how blatant the 
thieves had been; he'd been looking in another direction for no more than five minutes and now he had to think 


where was he going to get wearing only socks. 


It almost stopped snowing; he was quite lucky to be still in this part of the city he knew best. Two minutes of 
a desperate tiptoe run and he'd be in the pub. 


Ex 


At the same time Michi was roaming the streets without losing hope of finding him, Kai was brought to a 
winter garden where the sleigh stopped. 


The woman and Kai got off. He was a bit disappointed because she was taller than him, but it wasn't such a 
big deal to crane the neck a little for another kiss. 


He looked at the garden from the corner of his eye. It wasn't one you could easily find in the suburbs, or one 
that would look better in summer. It was surrounded by trees and decorated with glowing ice sculptures. The 
first thing Kai thought was that the woman really had to be rich. When she was leading him to her residence 
he understood that she might want him to stay for longer; he wouldn't mind at all, because he didn't feel as if 
anything was actually keeping him or as if he had anybody or anything to come back to. 


He looked at the woman's mysterious smile. Maybe apart from expensive furs and ice sculptures she also 


collected toy boys? 

Kai was quite eager to find out. 

As he followed her through the garden the trees became thicker and the falling snow denser. Even though he 
was slowly becoming a prisoner of the winter night it was still his dream about freedom and power. A very 
treacherous dream; the one from which he could not have woken on his own... 

*%* 

It was late at night but since it was a Friday Michi expected some of his old friends to be in their permanent 
place. He stood at the door and took a few deep breaths to calm down. His back was sweaty, his hands were 
freezing and he could hardly feel his feet. They would find it funny, he thought, but he really needed help. 

He headed towards the bar scanning the people. There they were. 

Michi forced his frozen lips to smile. 

"Hi, guys! Hi, princess!" 

The girl grinned. "Wow, look who's finally graced us with his presence. Little Michi!" 

"Hey, | was busy." 


"Of course. How's the recording going?" 


"| think-- fine," said Michi. "The songs are great, the guys are very enthusiastic about this album. But we 
started having some bad luck. We stayed late in the studio tonight and we lost Kai Hansen-" 


They didn't seem to understand 

"What do you mean by ‘lost?" 

"He just went out and vanished in the blizzard. I've been looking for him for hours: 
"In the snowstorm? Without shoes?" 


They'd noticed his feet standing in a small pool of melting snow. One of the friends looked at him, and pulled a 


serious face. 
"Michi, what have you been drinking?" 
"Nothing!" 


"All right, now sit down, you'll get a hot drink, warm yourself up and tell us once again - slowly - what's going 


on. 


He told them about the quarrel, the stolen boots and his fears. They nodded, and then started talking about 
other things. They were just being polite, he thought, but they didn't care and they didn't treat his misgivings 


seriously. Was he supposed to tell them it was all because he actually cared for Kai? 


Michi warmed his hands on the hot mug. He was tired. The sound of the conversation soon put him to sleep, 


his head on the table. 

When he woke up the pub was almost empty. He looked at his socks, which had dried out. He felt warm but he 
still needed shoes to go out; Michi somehow persuaded the barman to lend him shoes. The guy agreed because 
he knew him and because he rented a room in the same building. They were only old trainers but still, better 
than nothing. 

It was dawning outside and the frost seemed to have let up a bit. The best thing Michi could have done was to 
go home, but he decided to check one place. It was quite a long walk so when he reached the park it was 


already daylight. The weather had improved, and the fresh snow lit by the sun was blinding. 


Michi shaded his eyes and looked at the remote bench. Something was lying there. He rushed forward to find a 
motionless body. 


"Kail Wake up!" he shook him and slapped his cheeks. "Wake up-Please- You can't be dead!" 
Kai slowly regained consciousness and opened his eyes. Michi hugged him close as he shivered. 


"You are so cold!" He took off his jacket and wrapped Kai up. "Do you have any idea what you've done? You 


could have died!" 

He nodded, his words slurred. "Yeah, | was in a bad way. | started seeing things" 
"The light in a tunnel?" 

Kai tried to laugh. "No, it was something.. different.” 

He took a closer look at Michi. 

"Hey, don't cry," he said, and wiped a drop of water from his cheek. 

‘lm not crying. Its just snow," said Michi. "Oh, Kai, your fingers! They're ice cold." 
He took his numb hands and put them under his sweater. "Dont protest" 

"| won't" Kai smiled as he ran his hands over Michi's warm body. 

"How did you find me?" 

"| left a few minutes after you-" 

"Wait. You've been looking for me all night? After what | said? Why?" 


Michi didn't answer. They were sitting close to each other, so he put his arms around Kai's neck and pulled him 


to himself. He put his hand to his cheek. "Still cold, aren't you?" 

"Not anymore." 

"Yes, you are." Michi's finger touched his lips, and Kai looked at him as if he'd seen him for the first time. He 
was the one who came to save him; not from the coldness of the winter night but from his own doubts, fears 


and lack of trust in people. 


With his hands still under Michi's sweater he stroked his chest. His heart was beating fast and Kai felt his own 
start thumping. When Michi closed his eyes, he kissed him on his warm lips. 


They sat there until it started snowing again then left the park hand in hand, the snowflakes melting on their 


burning cheeks. 
*% 


THE END 


